 ebntained. as it were.

= saiflors to -eopmpare the predicament

oof horror and suspense passes the limits
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SYNOPSIS.

HB narrator of the story, with & friend

nemed Marlow, goes from a vasssl

to-an inn on the bonk of the Thames,

whore they are the guesis of Mr. Charles
Powell, whom ihey recogrlze ab once as o
sepman retired, Induigiog in reminiscences,
Powell tells them of the time when, having
garved his Bpprenticestip, He pissed his ex-
amination for second mate and then bad n
hard tme finding a ship.. Directed hy a
friend, he tells How he weni to a namesike
of his, Powell the shipping mastet, fn Fen-
church atrest, London, who, taking a fancy
to him, wns able to gel him s berth At once
ae second officer of the FPerndale. He jolns
the #hip that might In dock when (here s no
ona om board but the shipkeeper, and he
furng into his lonely bunk prepared for any-
thing that may ‘happen, and only  kuewiog
that he has shipped for a perlod “‘mot excoed-
g two years, to voyage apywhere bplween
Intitudes 70 N. and 00 8.

Continued from Part I.

- eNI» T noticed hefore the
mateh  went out  that
this cabin had originally
two bunks, one ahove
the other, hut that the
lower one had been
knocked nway quite re-
coently, beecause the places where the side
piees butted od the bulkliends showed
bare on the clean paint.

“1 womdered if that had besn done with
the humane and refined intention of fitting
by and by a chest of drawers in there.
Then 1 pitched the roll of my bedding into
the bunk, hmt teook no trouble to spread it
ottt, I wasn't sleepy now; neither was I
tired. And the thought that I wns done
with the earth for many, many months to
come made me feel very quiet and self-
Sailors will nnder-

stand what 1 mean,"”

Marlow nodded. “It is a strictly pro-
fesglonal feeling” he commented to us.
“Bat other professionzs or trades know
mothisg of it. It is only tlis ecalling
whose primary appeal lies in the sugges-
tion of restless adventure which holds out
that deep sensation to those who embrace
it Tt is difficnlt to defire, I admit,”

“Y should eall it the peace of the sean,”
=aid Mr. Charles ‘Powell in an earnest
tone, hot looking at 48 as if he ex-
pected to be met by a laugh of derision
and were Lalf prepared to salve Lis repu-
titlion for common sense by joihing in it
But none of ms lapghed at Mr., Churles
Pawell, in whose start in life we had
heon ealled to take a part. He was lucky
in his andience. We remained serious,
same from ignorunce, others for an abso-
Iutely cottrary reason

“A very good man,” said Marlow. “A
sailor finds a deep feeling of security in
the exercise of his calling, which is so
mueh specialized, not only in the ehavac-
tor of its exertions and ite duties but in
its surroundings. It is pnique and it is
nlone; its activity goes on, as I've said,;
in dolitude atid silence. If is certuin that,
once in the keeping of the sea, you be-
tome the inhabitant of u world which is
not overpopulaied and which holds no
rewards. The exacting life of the sea
has tlhis advaniage over the life of the
earth, that its exactions are simple and
cannot be evaded or argued away. They
are also mmehangeable. It is a ealling in
which there i= no room for that diversity
of judement which is the sign of insin-
cerity and errors affecting the pursuit
of the arts and trades and professions of
the sarth. It is an incorruptible calling—
that's why it bag remained humble.

“You ecanvot infrude passion into the
exercise of seneraff, and as its perfect
mastery hrings no materin]l recompense
in its train it has nothing to fear from
the wilez of enviopsness, nor can it be
made ¢rooked hy exfraneons considern-
tion tending to personal advantage. All
this makes for a pence independent of
Blorms, siﬁmls. fogs and drakness—the
peace of the zea which abides in the
hearls of its inhabitanis who are—or used
i he—sailors. Theirs was a moral life.
One thoughtl, one aim, ‘vne duty, one
penaliy, bonnd yon to your fellows.

Al zea you dare not-say, or eyen think
to yourgelf, ‘Devil take the hindmost,
You've got Lo be moral, whether yon like
or not, for this reason—that you have no

other welfare but the welfare of your

little world, which depends on the fnith-
finl discharge of their trust by sll the
ship’s company. 1t's a pity the earth is
not more like n =hip =sent out on a voy-
nge: it's a pity that it won’t he steered
or handled and nayigated and kepl fit to
meet, the dangers of space. :

"“There is something pleasing lo my in-
agination in the conveption of the sne-
ceeding generations; informed and fuith-
f1il, taking over the duiy, with the conrse
10, be steered and the responeihbility to he
horne, from {heir gray haired predeces-
sors, leaving the deck for a long wateh
below, Tt wonld make bettier met of her
population if the earth were more like a
ship {hat ba= got to be bronght inte a
plort of fingl discharge safely some day.
But she isn't. She merely drifts.”

“More like a rafl with epstaways.”
stiggnsied our new friend, looking in
quisitively at the speakor. The atien-

tion to his discourse was sgreeable to
Marlow.

“No, no,” he protested pleasantly, “Let
ns try to be just. ‘This planet is much
more comfortable. Tt would i1l befit us
of
oilr earth to o sitnation whose enormity

of comfortable pity and renders its vie-
time themselves dreadful to our imaging-
tion. If the metaphor is to be carried
an, I should say that our globe resewmbles

rather a rudderless and unrigged hull
launched haphazard upon the deep.
Naturally the mobh on  board—yon
conldn't ‘call them a ship's company,

having no collective trust 1o keep and
answer for; and nothing to do that really
mafters—zo on- fizhting amonz them-
selves for the siorex aml the accommo-
dation and «lambering over cuch other
for precedence, over sipee they  had

oreph. Conred

learned to balance themselves in space
and eternity on their hind legs. And
upon my word what else would you have
them do, I should like to know?

*Their world mnkes no call upon their
fidelity and their vigilance, Oppressed by
the ignorance of their fate, they give their
attention to the incertitudes of their think-
ing souls and the misery of their hungry
bodies. The necessity to stave off the
pangs of doubt and starvation which can
never he appeased for many days together
has made them crafty, vielent, fearful,
averbearing, subtle and unhappy. We who
huve the luck to be trained young for the
different demands of our life are no match
for them."”

“Gozpel truth,"” said with animation our
new aecquaintanee, whose attention was
heginning to flag a little. “I've been sorry
to notice myself that whenever a sailor
starts in husiness ashore he's made a fool
of in tio time." |

“Youn've observed correctly,” said Mar-
low with an encouraging indulgetce.
“Snoh is the faet, And, however regroet-
table in individugl instances; it need not
he deplored beyond measure, for it bhears
testimony to the moral excellence of sea
fraining, where guiding principle is doing,
gelting.  Bronght up dn things
nnder the penalties most distasteful to
man's spirit and body—the penalty of
scorn; with the pennlty of denth never far|
in the hackground—we become honbrably |
mystified in the presence of multiple
conrges of action whose gecret mainspring
Is the simple llttle verh ‘to get’ Let me tell
you, Mr. Bowell, that the same fomnula
will serve for the making of a good sea-
man: as of an upright man. 1 heard it
stated, when a young officer, by an old
chief mnate who must have been first
tonsin to Father Neptune himszelf, if one
went by the gize of his venerahle beard.
This:appendige stood now and then'in the
wiy of his getting employment, but |
seorned the npotion of shaving it off ha-l
chinse he was an upright man as well as
a good sailor: He had pecasion to r(-i:mkcl
nie fot the way I went ahout some heavy |
job or other, and he ended with the|
words:—'If ¥ou want to be any good it
sed you had betier remember that there
are only two ways of going to work, the
richt way and the wrong way.

not to

he |

“You'll obgerve that this is exactly what
the moralists are driving at. But this
tranquillizing view of our confduet can be
distinguished with some clearness only
in a world whose destiny, however
humble, is priactically, visibly and sen-
sibly dependent upon onr actlon, This can
be said of a ship moving nlght and day
in solitude and gilence like a gulded planet
in space and eternity, of which the sen
is the only symibol accessible to our im-
perfect senszes and capable of stlrring onr
imagination. But of the earth, toward|
which we have no duties that wonli take
us ot of onrselves, this cannot be said.
No wonder, then, that a sort of holy peace
steals over the spirit of a seaman at the
thounght that he has= joined a liandy' ghip,
where the ruls of life is hard but clear,
and has done for a time with the earth,
which as unmanageable as Noal's
old ark in every respect, but not so well
inliabited—not by a long way."

This facile comparison appealed to ths
faney of Mr. Charles Towell, ex-sailor,
and provoked his self-sutisfied hilarity. |
“Not a happy family by any means. l|:|fi
Ital All the ynimals kicking and bifing—
eh? Hal ha?! ha!™ |

But of
else’s wit cannot be kept uwp very long
with any sutisfaction. Mr, Powell, on-
pouraged by our silence and Irumohi!ils,l

is

one's ppreciation somehody

sense of possession and security which)
seems to enter ioto one through the soles|
of the feet when one steps upon a good
honest ship's deck.

But instead of remualning peacefnl he
beenmie discoutented in less than half an
hour after joining that ship, he confessed
to ns. That doesn't say much for thal
petce which steals, eli? And yet he was
done with the shore—quite. There wasn’t
anybody there to care whethier hie ever
put foot op land sgain; no one to he|
pleased at ‘the chance that came in his
Wiy ar sorry to see him go, excépt per-
haps the good woman of the house, Dul-
ston way, where he used to hang out
when in London, nnd she was mainly
vexed to lose a good lodger, She pressed
lier thin lips logether wvery tight and
helped him in his packing with an air of
exasperated forbearance,

“I suppose she thonght I was a sort
of Innatie to go off like this," he com:

|sir, who's it'1 am o say you are going to

wop 7

oy letter some four months afterward I
bave no ideg what conception she ‘could
have formed on the object of my visit and
the purport of my messnge.
put it all to my resemblance to my poor
father,

personal
charged me five shillings for that excur-
Ision.
just passed, his been hong
a

vou I'was a perfectly straight young man, |

stand—on the side of my father in that

That's the sort of thing you run against
il every turn ashore. 1 went off without
answering her and till the old lady got

No doubt she

But [ had done what T ought to
have done in common decency at some
inconvenience. And the cabby

young fellow,
up looking for
ship & month or six wesks—five shillings

You know—when a

iz 8 sum"”—

He pansed with downcast eyes nodding
to himself at some {rain of retrospective
thought having its source in this simple
truth of an economical order.

“It's jolly near eightoen years ago,” he

snid, looking up firmly, “so I can tell

I didn't eqgtton up partienlarly to the old
lady ; T saw but little of her; and besides
[ always felt myself—fell, you under-
quarre] they had before I was born, The
poor man died when T was a kid jyst ont
of petticoats, you know. I wasn't aware

science or philosophy for the maxim that
‘honesty is the hest policy.” Though its
steady and officinl applicgtion enabled him
to tront betters with injurious imp-
golence and undeserved contumely I am
not to be dazzled by the vain pomp. and
privileges of authority in high places,
and I cannot but deplore that a familiar
of cowardice induoced you to be-
stow a coin which would have been more
worthily employed in being Aung into the
doeck."”

Marlow ceased. And Mr, Charles Powell
hastily closed his mouth, which had been
dropping open .wider and wider in the
effort of his inpocence to absorb and make
Lis own by the way of the gullet both
the sound and the sense. For such is the
primitive instinét of humanity, descended
from its obscure childhood and surviving
to this day many veridic idioms of
eommon speech, as for instance “tasting
the eloquence” or “drinking in the worda."
e then eclosed his jaw abruptly, swal-
lowed visibly, and dashing hig open palm
upon the table, exclaimed aloud in the
sincerity of his wonder—*My [dentical
sentiments to a T about that bobby! Jolly
sight better for the hall erown to.have
gone plop into the old dock.. T remember
feeling that at the very time.”

He gazed in silence =11 his rudidy face,

his

cori

in

that she was thinking of leaving me her
money. 1 was so precions innocent that
for all her biggish house ahd thres set-

“There Wasn't Anybody There to Care Whether He Ever Put

Foot on' La

nd Again.”

mented. “I don't know what my rieh
widowed auunt might have thought. 1
didn't suppose she hpd any very tender
feeling for my person, even if she did in
the el leave all her money to me. She
quarrelled for fifteen years with her only
brother, my father. as people on shore
do gquarrel, yeu know, about things that
have neither right nor wrong o them
anyhow. Still, ghe was tlie only relative |
I had in the wide world, ind so I'd man-

sake of decency.
fear to

|
it never oceurred fo me she had

noything to Isave. 1 was incapable of
thinking about myself apirl from some
ship or other. Dan't you run away with
the idea that T expected to see these five

vans

hoh come back (o me with more of their
kind. T did the right thing just for the
I had no tie of bhope or
on shore. 1 was a proper
that time, 1 ecan tell yon.

leave
sailor Loy ai

harked: bhack with a frown ™ his own When I pnid the two ruffians who carried
nwnelent  impressions, “What ‘voo Hn'yl“-‘-"‘"t at the cost of some money and|my chest aboard and had fipped that
abont n holy peace steallng upon thn,j“‘“"l'_‘-‘ to make time that afternoon for a | bumbnzging bobhy I could feel 1 had

spirif, and 20 on, iz all very weoll, Tt is a'!
pleasant experience, after kicking abont
lonse: ashore for months, to feel ap able
ship undet your feet. 1 dare say Il was to
enjoy the sensation that T made my way
quickly out en the gquarterdeck instead
of trying to snateh a-sleep 1n my berth.,”

Even in the depth of n eclonded night
alonggide # tall warehouse the Ferndale
give him the notion of a powerfnl ship hy
the breadth of her beam, the fine shesr of
her stoul rails fading in the zloom 1'orw.-1rd_!
the looming shapes on her deck nnd the
substantinl sige of whatever he happened
to put his hand on in the dark. He hadn’t
been fifteon minutes on hoard and already
he began to feel as proud as can be of her.
This was good for that peace of the spirit
we had been talking about. And the still-

negs of the dock shonld have hélped to k""p:h[s father, T should like to know? I told|and their words few and ride. but t

it up not a little.

There waan't a footstep or a splash to he
heard in all that open space. It was like a
blersed dormitdry for Iving all
roiind, one behind auwother, tucked snugly
slongside the low cargo sheds. The faint
Iy towering ranges of their masts seemed
to spring up from the ridge of the ‘roofs
and he coulda’t tell which was afloat and
which wag ashore. Nothing al all moved.!
Here and there g glass lamp glimmered in
dense obscurity, like a night light in a ped-|
room, He had never seen anything so per-|
feetly and mysteripusly still in his whole
life, he aseured us.

“I gprend my elbows and propped my
chin on the rail and ounght to have re-
mafned as peacaful as though the ship had
been lying becalmed a thousand miles from!

ships

. . i xing able to stay wi > At |« 2
the neatest land,” he said, “But I didwe Poing able to stay with her more thaniof your k

enjoy this holy pence, as you call it, very
long™

ETETE u

dapologize for the resemblance.

much for us,
and gone years and years sago, there she

dush in g hansom up to her door in one
of them dead streets at the further énd
0" Bayswator, Tt w:s her habit to wateh
me through a long
glass all the {ime I was making my way |
her sitting room, trying uot 1o
tread upon her silly little dog; and when|
I snt down at last ghe wonld proceed to
‘show her’ interest in me’—yon know—
puiting guestions myself
which made me feel foolish and angry at
the game time:

handied double eye-|

A0NTOES

quately the auspicionsness of the oeension
the solid metit of your attendunts.

not the ense.  With unphilogophi-

ahout

“And when I got restive and offhiand]
in my answers she wonld raise her dotbl I
eyeglasses  calmly remari, ‘Tt's
extraordinary resemble your|
That used to rufic my tempor|
more than anyiling else. Why extraos
dinary? Who's a maen to resemble if not|

and
you

how
father.’

Iher once thut 1 was very glad of it, and [honesty was solid and suporlatively exc
she made a sort of a blank face at me.|lent. If was in po way ‘he sitcome of in-|cator. A turn of mind composed of Inno-
D¥d she expect, T wonderthot 1 slmll]fl|ll!'l'i!+'ll emotiond] impulses or misty tradi-i
Upen my |tional notions of right and wrong or Irun.\'-||.'|||A with the addition of an vnexpeceted
word, I think you're righi; the jllwnp],\:v('lH]-‘-!lE"ll reveries of free will and -duty|insight into matives—as of disinterested
ashore, who have nothing but their own|and conscience,

fancies lo
With

fads

think
the poor man

ton

'r"-'l'i

and of, are

was, Ifrying to get me on her side, as it

|were, in that miserable quarrel. of which
I don’t know anyihing to this day.
imind, she wasn’t an unkind old lady, but|what's m

I was not sorry to find she was onut. She
would never have nndorstosd any one of
my many feelings; she would have besn

shocked at my excitement and my hurrs, {earth,
and, as likely as nof. offended nt my nnt

fifteen minutes. 1 desired the girl whe

uI)l’lil‘.‘tl the door to tell her misiress that

“That's beeause,” sugzested Marlow wity|T had cdlled, that T was sorry, that T was
4 gentle and persuasive superiority, “the going to sea at six next morning and that

o g T olia S 1y [0
ship was mot & thousand ‘miles from the|l Would write from Port Elizabetl.

pearest land.

“When T had finished, her face was al®

“I couldn’t have been more totally re- picture of distressed swupidity, so 1 re

moved from it if it had been.” protested
the other earnesily.
moeans nor the slightest inelination
lesye her. e had been five and twenty
minntes on board, and that was tHme

He had néither the slowly as my patiener to be
to allow me tol speak.

peated all these things over again
off wonld
‘Nou uoderstand—
don’t you? 1 asked -her in a kind. sooth-

ing tone. *Oh, ves, gir,” stys ghe, Boefore

|spnared up my aecountSewith he Innid for

| bod ¥, either.”

|senling with some few pitces of silver the
select band of the earth’s delegnies who mt-
[tended you to the edge, so0 to speak, of the
|m’nnn, you imigine to have recpgnized ade-

and

leal petulange yott brand honest “Ted’ and

as |

good and nll—and no thanks doe to any-

“I fenr”" hogan Marlow, “that in pre-

Such
his pal with the name of ‘tufians.” T re-
zret your ineonsiderate haste, They may
hnve been lacking in that amenily of man-,
ner and in those graces bf saperficial cnl-
ture on which the sage (and f(he sailor,
too ) would disiain (o S0t oo grent a stom.
Their, thoughts might have been inelezant

|serted themselves roundly

clouded by the throes of intellectual mis-
trust, clearing up, at last assumed a jovial
and sympathetic openness,

:'H f

i i

“Get along with yon! What are von
lrying to get at?" We apostrophized Mar-
low suddenly in slangy tones and with a
knowing wink;

This bolsterous fterpellition and this
wink Marlow acknowledged sufficiently
Iy a non-committal smile,

That an excellent understanding shonld
have established itself between ounr old
friend and our new acquaintanes was re-
muarkahle enough, for theg were exactly
diszimilar; one individuality projecting it-
self in length and the other In breadth,
which is already suficient ground for ir-
reconcilable differences. Marlow, who
was lanky, looge, quittly composed in
varied shades of brown robbed of every
vestige of glogs, had a narrow, veiled
glanece, the deutral bearing and the secret
irritabilityy which go together with a pre-
dlsposition to congestion of the liver. The
other, compact, hroad and stucdy of Hmb,
spemed extremely foll of sound organs
Funetioning vigorously all the time in
order to keep up the brilliance of his
ecolorlng, the tight curl of his conl black
hiir and the lustre of his eyes: which as-
in L‘tnrid,

ik
kindly face. '

Between two such organizms one would
not. have expected to find the slightest
temperamenfal aceprd. But 1
served that profane men living in ships,
like the holy men gatherod togetler In
wonasteries, develop traits of profound
resemblance; This must be hecanse the
gervice oF the sea and the service of a
temple are both detached from the van-
ities nnd errvors of a world which follows

hitye ol

no severe rule. The men of the sea under-
stand ench other very well in theip views

“Those two moen were virtuons ag science

sy of sarthly things, for simplicity is

i gZood

| counsellor and

| isolation mot a bud edn-

cenee and scepticism is common to them

looker=s on at a game.

“You can’t get very far with that sort

shook his head =slightly, looking ats the
howl of his pipe.

“Nothing had happened much to swell
my head,” he gaid, “'in this picce of luck,
It hadn't as much merit as getting 8 win
ning ticket In a raflle. There one puits in
something of one’s own—a shilling or half
a trown, as the case may be. Bot I had
done nothing. I hadn't put in a penny-
worth of my own.”

“Hxcept some considerable cheek,” sug-
gested Marlow in an enconraging tone.
“That ut any rate, you'd dohe."

“I was pretty nigh despevate,” pointed
ont Mr, Charles Powell modestly, ““Tliat's
vothing to he prond of.”

Marlow addressed us:—"Look at lim!
He wanted to get on and at the same
time to have every right to be proud of it,
If you don’t enll that being exacting™

We all looked at Mr. Powell without
ceremony, as though he were g lay figtire
used for demonstration. He smoked 6n

sturdily, A not very respeetable voice
advanced with a half lavgh:—

“It's a sort of morality, don’t yon
know."”

But Mauarlow was too subtle te accepd
this rude attempt al generalization. He
objected to it in the first instance as too
vague altogether. “Whereas," he jar-
gued, mockingly, “when I say exacting
I define the precise symptom of this pur-
ticular form  of common disease, This
disease is egotism. which. in acute
form, atincks the male vonng of the
human species.  Women nsed to he free
from it befors they—hut et that be.
They've lost that superiority. His 'discon-
tent might have been moral or not, but
in‘any case it was unheslthy.”

its

Hxcept for the helpless imbecllity of ex-
pression, which lends a certaln pathos to
the stoicism of u dummy figure, Mr.
Powell sat amang us s if lils breast were
indeed made of insensible wood. But I
could not forght that the man Had some
sort of ingide capable, without donbiy of
taking offence at Marlow's peculiar kind
of badinage. For myself, I must confess
to some liking for this game of digging
under the emotions of trivial exislenves,
wherein the rieh significanee of things is
often found—as o mine of diamonds may
be diseoverad in commonplace surround-
iygs. It was in a spirit of conelllntion tliat
I ventured to say:i—

“It was respoctable.

Mr. Powell, without maytng his head,
acknowledged my interference by looking
at me oul of the cornors of his eyes—if
such round eyes may be said to have cor-
ners, Yet in him, this peenliarity was
far from being owlish and went well with
the resolute agpect of his face. He was
round cyed, as some frank, naive hoys
are. You could pereeive that there were
no in his character and no
erooked thoughts in His head, And, with
all that, he was nol unintelligent. Ile
must have understood my itlentlon, Tik-
ing the pipe out of hi® month, he ro-
marked in an undertone for nie only:—
YOh, T don't mind what he says.”

“You understand esch othor
well,” 1 obgerved,

“1 know his sort. Tt isp't a bad sort.”
he said, going to the window ta look al
hig cutter still rjding to the flood. “AlL
ways chasing some notion or ather round
and round His head for the fun of the
thing."

“Keops them in good econdition,” I suid.

“Lively enongh, I dare say,” ho ai-
mitted.

“Would you like better a man wha lo
his notions lie: enrled up—that is, if he
has any?*

“That I wouldn't,” answered our very
new acqualntance, Qlearly he. was not
diffieulf to get on with. “I like him well
enough,” he eontinued, “thotngh it isn't
easy (o make him oot. Ile seems to be
up to o thing or two. Whnt Is he do-
ing?"”

I informed him that our friend Marlow
had retived fgom fthe =ea in a sort of
half-hearted (ashion some years

Mr. Powell's comment
had enough of it¥"

“Pancied's . the very
this connection,” I observed, remeniber-
ing the subtly provisional character of
Marlow's long sejourti among vs.  Ifrom
year to year he dwelt on lngd ss a bird
rogfe on the Dhranch of o tree, go fenge,
48 il were, with the power of hrnsque
flight into its troe element that it i= in
comprehensible why it should sit  still
minute after minute. The sea s the sai-
lor's trile elemetit, and Marlow, lhger
ing on shore, was to me an object of in-
eredulous  commiseration, like a  bird
which secretly shonld have lost its faith
in the high virtue of fAying.

We were all on our feet in the rfoom
| then and Marlow, hrown and delibierate,
approached the

“What was the pame of your chance
agnin?" he asked.

Mr. Powell stared for a moment. “Mern-
dale; the “Ferndale, a
|sHip. Compowite built."
| “Ferndale,” repeated Marlow
[ully; “Ferndale™
| "Know her?”
| “Our friend.” I gaid, “knows sametling
of avery ship. He cesms to have gone ahout
the seas prying ipto things considerably,”

)-In_{'inlw smiled,” “I’ve seen her at least
onee,

“The fimest sea hoat ever lannched.” de-
clared Mr. Powell stundily, “withont ex-

COrners

pretey

4g0.

was, “Tancied

word 1o use in

window, too,

Liverposl owned

thonght-

{wonld have all mankind virtuous. That is|of c¢haff.” pronouneed Mr. Charles Powell|seption.”

|reasonnhle
|
(apon

|wigdom that knows itself.

They founded their honesty |
No nerve,

ore, they were Faithful to their
{knowls This s immense! Virtue thus|
established is as dependahle as adamiant
jand rises above the temptations of this
Learn to venerate its pov Ta |

o

if

it alone you owed the happy preservation|

[for your precious start I life! Those two|
miserable night '] grounded their ethi
in the mighty i
which rules ug all
ing lightning to & brougt
it. Do not let
were

They |

us minee matters.
F
eronl !

But I confess that my admiration for!
[the consiable is by no moeans 80 pro-|
|IIIPILL1"'r'lI. That officer appears to me von-,

he imngined himself master of his fate:]

sagely, 1 had o good ship under my feet

the foree and plenitude of the rare and a clear eightoen penve in my pocket,!
Nof what looked like a fair start, and I was|
And, | musele. They knew what they lacked, and, | discontented.™

“Tt is & state eommon to all humanity,”
Muarlow consoled him. *“It has been even
extolled ns divine by some wise men
after a good dinner 1 should say—when

lihr" imvigorated human frame harbors a

bubbling and unchastened spivit. Haven't

Powell? Things divine are full of mys-
tery. Certainly the sum of eighteen
pence may oppress a sailor who has just
Joined his ship und has no use for wealth
with the of vast and superfiuous
opulence—an experience, by the by, denied
fo a Rothechild or & Vanderbilt, who live
in tetms of money.
comfort apart, I don't see what you had
to complain of. Was your discontent

fense

siderably less estimahle just in this that divine, Mr. Powell? Or was it only that—

speaking without offence—you were at the

enolgh, even in the dark, to zet fond of I' 2ot falrly throngh the front zate shulr\he-‘rms his conduct never soared above time an exceptionnlly cantankerous young

a #hip, when one knew that one helonged was after me down the path, ber caplihe momentary netinsts

to. hwr. and o get penectrated by thit

siteaimers flying  beliind  her 'Flease,

of expedienry
[and prodence. There's no faundstion in)

cub with s swelled head #!

Mr. Charles Powell took no offence, He

But this sort of idis- :

“Nhe looked as if she were a4 very com-
fortasible ghip,” assented Marlow, “uncom-
monly comfortabie. Not very fast, though.”

“She was fast snough for any reasonable
[man when 1 was in her,” growled Mr,
| Powell, with his back to us.

“Any ship is that for a reasonable man,”
genernlized Marlow in a conciliatory tone.
“A agilor lsn't 2 plobe trotter.”

“No." muttered Mr. Poswell.
| “Time's nothing to him,” advanced Mar-
|1ut\".

et |

don't suppose it's moch,” sald Mr.

ze and the chance of safety|yon over heard of divine discontont, My Powell, “All the same, & quick passage is

|a feather in o man's eap.’

“Troe. But that ornament is for the
use of the master only. And, by the bye,
what was his natme?"
| “The master of the Ferndale?
|Captdin Anthony,”
| “Just so. Quite right,” approved Mar-
| ow thoughtfolly.

Our new acquaintance looked over his
“What do you mean? Why i
it more right than if it had been Smith?”

“He bhas kmown him probably,” 1 ex-
plained. “Marlow, here, appears (o know
something of every soul that ever went
afloat in & sailor's body.”

Mr. Powell spemed wondarfuly amenabls
to verbal sugzestions, for, looking again
jout of the window, he muttersd . —He was
n gomnd son]™

Anthony,

shoulder,

This clearly rofarrod 1o Cantain .\n{hnurj

of the Firendale,
protest vl me

Marlow sddressed his

“1 did oot know him. I really dida’l.
He was w good sonl. ‘That's nothing vers
much oud of the way—ig it? And T didn's
even know that much of Kim. AU 1 knsw
of him was an sceident called Fype'

At thids Mr. Powell. who evidentiy comld
bie rebediious, too, tumed bis back squandly
on the window, 3

“What on earth do you mean?’ he ask-
ed. “An—geeideni—called—Fype.” be re-
peated, separating the words with disgusl.

Marlow was not disconcerted. I don't
meaiy accident in the sense of p mishap, -
Not dn the least. Fyne was a good lil'-.r{‘
man, in the Civil Service. By aosident F '
means that which happens blindly apd
without intelligent design.. That's gener-
ally’ the way a ‘brother-inslaw happens ints
& man's life.” : ~

Marlow’s tone bring apologetic, and our
ueay, aequiintance having ugain turned: to
the window,, I' took it upon myself ta
sy :—“You are justified. There I vary
litile intelligont design in the nuijority of
;rllll'l'i'l-‘lllf.'ii- hurnrlmy are none the worse
or that. _lotelligence leads ople astray
us much®s S107) somotinll)::s. I know
you are not o eynie.” 4

Marléw smiled his refrpspective. smile;,
wlhieh was kind az though he bore no
grudge azainst 'people e used to know.
“Litlle Fyne's murringe was qnite sue-
cessful. There was no design 4t all init.
Fyue, yon muet know, was nn enthusi-
astic pedestrian. He spent’ his holidays
tramping all ‘over our native hnd., Hig'
tastes were simple.  He pui infinite con-
vietion and perseverance into his holidars.

At the proper season you would meet in

the fields Fyue, n serious faced. broad o
chested little man, with & shabbs knap-
suck on his back, making for some chupeh
steeple. e had a horror of roads. He
wrote once a little~ Book ealled “The
Tramp's Wtinerary’ and was recognized ak
an suthority on the foslpaths of England,
So one year, in his fuvorite over-the-falds

backway fashion, lie got inlo 8 pretiy Sur- l
roy village, where he met Miss Anthony.
Puré peeident, you see.  They came to an
understanding, across some stile, likels
Little Fyne held some vory solemn views
as to tho desting of women on thik enrth,
the nature of onr sublunarvy love, the ob-
ligutions of this transiont life and so on.
He probably disclosed them to his future
wife, Miss Anthony's views of life were
very decided, but not sa solbmn. 1 dop't
know the story of their wooing; 1imagine
it was eargiod on clundestinely and, 1 am
certuin, with portentous gravity. At the

=

“Why wag it carried on clandfv‘stlnel'y'.’_."

1 ingquired. L

“Beeause of the father, a snvage senti-
mentalist, who had his own decided views
of a daughter's duties.  He 'was a' lorrof,
and the only evidence of imaginative fae-
ulty about Fyne was his pride in lhis
wife's parentage. 1L stlmulnged hik in-
zenuity, too. Difficalt—isn’t it—fo inlto-
doce one’s wife's maiden: name into -
eral conversation, But my simple P%l::n’
made mse of Captain Anthony for that
purpose, or else | would never even have
heard of Kim. My wife's sailor b ¥
was the phrase. Ll trotted ont the ssilor
brother in 4 pretty wide canse of sab- =
joets—Indian and golonial aliies ‘mats
ters of~trade, talk of travels, of side
holidays and so o  Onee | remember
‘my wife's sunilor hrother, Captain An-
thosty,” being profuced for glory in snn-
neelion with nothing more recondite than
n stinset.  And lidfle Fyne never failed ta
add :—'The son. of Carleon Anthony, ths
proel, you know.” 1Te ussd to lower his
voice for that statement and people wore |
impressed, or pretended to be, el

“The Inte Carleon Anthony was a poel
of aopast age. Fle sang in his time o?thﬂ'-
lomestic and sovinl amenities of eivilisas
tion. with a ‘most felicitons versifiontion,
liz abject lLeing, in his own words,
lorify the resull of shy Uiousand years
evolution  toward i sofinement 6
thonghts and sentiments.” Why he fi
the term at six thonsand years 1 «don
know. Iig poems were like sentimantd
novels in verse of a guite supe
ity. 1t was Hke being (aken onl foe
delightful country drive by o charmin
lady in a pony earringe. Boi in his df
mestic e he showed traces of the prim
tive tave dweller,

“He was a massive; implacible }
with ‘a rugged Faee, arbitrary and exacls
ing with his dependents, thoagh hrmlﬂd ]
he marvellously shave in hid minner to
admiring strungers. These contrasted digs
plays must have been particulirly exas- !
perating to his long suffering fumily, ||
After his second wire's death his how,
whom he persisted, by a mere w i, %
educating at home, ran away jn eonven.
tionnl ?'\'Il-. anil hs if disgusted with '_'
amenities of civillzation thres i ;
fignrptely speaking, into the mm' .
daughter (the elder of the two children):
either from eompassion or hecalse women ||
are natorally more emduring, remgined |“

in hondage to the poot for several yoars,

til] she, too, seized n chanee to, esciape by
throwing herself info the arms, the muk- ‘
cular arms, of the pedestrian yhe. This
wis either great luck or greal ssgacity. J
A civil servant is the lasl human being !
in the world T shauld, imagine to preserve
those traits of the cave dweller from |
which slie was fleeing. Her father wonld [
never consent to see horaftersard. Sush
nnforgiving selfishness is difficolt toun-
derstand, unlpss as o perverse sort of re.
finement. There were also douhie us fo 4
his somplete sanity for somo cnnsiderable
time before he died.” -

Most of the above T elicited from M-
low, for all 1 knew of Carleon Anfl : |
wis his poexviting bul fascinaling verse.
Marlow sgsured me thaot the Fyne mar
ringe wis perfectly suceessful and even
happy, in an ‘earpest. anplayful fashion,
being ble hesides by  three lwait';n;

smiling, self-raliani chiliyen—all — girls
Ihey were all pedestrivns, too, Hyen the
youngest, who was only just over iwo yeags &

ok, would wander off quite half o mils &
uot restrained. M. Fyne had a roddy,
aut-of<door complexion, and wors blopses
with a starched front ke @ mun's shit
a stand-up collar and a long necktie. Mar I
low had made their doquaintines one s
mer in the conntry, whete (hey Wirs f=
customed, to tuke 0 cottage Br the holldnys,
At this point wo were interripted by
Mr. Powell, who declared that he mmst o
leave us. The tide wak on the turn: e I
innounced, coming away from the window |
abruptly, and bhe winted 1o'be on bosed his ‘
|

cutter before she swung: 1le wis gona in

A mament, uneeremoniously. bl givihg us |
vo offence and leaving behind un imprassiog

as thongh we Had known him for w long
time, The ingymions way he toll usof his 0
start in life liud something to do with put=
ting him on that footing with our band.
And yet none of us gave a thought fo ses li
ing him ngain ; no one exvept Mariow, who g
axpressed o confident hope of coming neross
him before jong. ! ;

“He cruises about the mowth of the tiser |
all the summer. e will be oasy to fiud
apy week end” he remarked. ringing the |
bell so that we rulit:ht settle with the waiter, |

Later on T asked him why he wished 1o
cultivate this chance acquiintsnoe. A
confossed, apologetionlly, that it was the
commonest sort of cariosity, T flatter my= |
self that Tiunderstand all sorts of curios-
ity—curipsity about daily facts, aboug daily
things, about daily men. It is the mostipe= |
spectable faculty of the human miads in |
fact, I cannot concvive of the uses of an in- |
curlons mind, It would be like a ch o
perpetunlly locked up. But in this pasHe
ular case 1 opined that there appesrad but
little ‘to find 6ut, Mp. I‘.-;welfm' /
have given us alrendy a complets insight
into his personality, such as it was;a |
sonility eapable of perception and E&u; |
feeling for the vingaries of fate, bot essen-
tinily simple in itself,,

Marlow agreed, but explained that his |
curiokity was not exeited by Mr, Powell |
exclusively. It originated a good way fuf-
ther back in the fact of his aceidental ag-
quaintance with the Fynes, in the country.
This chance meeting with & man who had
q!gh-;l with Captain Anthony bhad re- |
vived it !

(To Be Continued.) )
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